[ Enter TALBOT and JOHN his son]

TALBOT O young John Talbot! | did send for thee
To tutor thee in stratagens of war,
That Tal bot's nane night be in thee revived
When sapl ess age and weak unabl e |inbs
Shoul d bring thy father to his drooping chair.
But, O malignant and ill-boding stars!
Now thou art come unto a feast of death,
A terrible and unavoi ded danger:
Theref ore, dear boy, mount on ny swi ftest horse;
And 1'll direct thee how thou shalt escape
By sudden flight: cone, dally not, be gone.

JOHN TALBOT |Is nmy nanme Tal bot? and am | your son?
And shall | fly? Oif you love ny nother,
Di shonour not her honourabl e nane,
To make a bastard and a slave of ne!
The world will say, he is not Tal bot's bl ood,
That basely fled when nobl e Tal bot stood.

TALBOT Fly, to revenge ny death, if | be slain.
JOHN TALBOT He that flies so will ne'er return again.
TALBOT |If we both stay, we both are sure to die.
JOHN TALBOT Then let me stay; and, father, do you fly:

Your loss is great, so your regard shoul d be;

My worth unknown, no loss is known in ne.

Upon ny death the French can little boast;

In yours they will, in you all hopes are |ost.

FI'i ght cannot stain the honour you have won;

But mine it will, that no exploit have done:

You fled for vantage, everyone wll swear;

But, if I bow, they'll say it was for fear.

There is no hope that ever | will stay,

If the first hour | shrink and run away.

Here on ny knee | beg nortality,

Rather than life preserved with infany.
TALBOT Shall all thy nother's hopes lie in one tonb?
JOHN TALBOT Ay, rather than I'Il shanme ny nother's wonb.
TALBOT Upon ny bl essing, | command thee go.
JOHN TALBOT To fight | will, but not to fly the foe.
TALBOT Part of thy father may be saved in thee.
JOHN TALBOT No part of himbut will be shame in ne.
TALBOT Thou never hadst renown, nor canst not lose it.

JOHN TALBOT Yes, your renowned nane: shall flight abuse it?

TALBOT Thy father's charge shall clear thee fromthat stain.
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JOHN TALBOT You cannot w tness for nme, being slain.
If death be so apparent, then both fly.

TALBOT And |leave ny followers here to fight and die?
My age was never tainted with such shane

JOHN TALBOT And shall ny youth be guilty of such bl ane?
No nore can | be sever'd fromyour side,
Than can yourself yourself in twain divide
Stay, go, do what you will, the like do I;
For live |l will not, if my father die.

TALBOT Then here | take ny |eave of thee, fair son
Born to eclipse thy life this afternoon.
Cone, side by side together live and die.
And soul with soul from France to heaven fly.

[ Exeunt ]

Scene VI

A field of battle.

[ Alarum excursions, wherein JOHN TALBOT is
hemmed about, and TALBOT rescues hinj

TALBOT Saint George and victory! fight, soldiers, fight.
The regent hath with Tal bot broke his word
And left us to the rage of France his sword.
Where is John Tal bot? Pause, and take thy breath;
| gave thee life and rescued thee from death.

JOHN TALBOT O, twice ny father, twice aml| thy son
The life thou gavest ne first was | ost and done,
Till with thy warlike sword, despite of |ate,

To ny determ ned tine thou gavest new date.

TALBOT When fromthe Dauphin's crest thy sword struck fire,
It warmid thy father's heart with proud desire
O bol d-faced victory. Then | eaden age,

Qui cken'd with youthful spleen and warlike rage,
Beat down Al encon, Ol eans, Burgundy,

And fromthe pride of Gallia rescued thee.

The ireful bastard Ol eans, that drew bl ood
From thee, ny boy, and had the nmai denhood

O thy first fight, | soon encountered,

And interchangi ng blows | quickly shed

Sonme of his bastard blood; and in disgrace
Bespoke hi mthus; ' Contami nated, base

And mi sbegotten blood | spill of thine,

Mean and right poor, for that pure blood of mne
Whi ch thou didst force from Tal bot, ny brave boy:'
Here, purposing the Bastard to destroy,

Canme in strong rescue. Speak, thy father's care,
Art thou not weary, John? how dost thou fare?
Wit thou yet | eave the battle, boy, and fly,
Now thou art seal'd the son of chivalry?

Fly, to revenge ny death when | am dead:

The hel p of one stands nme in little stead.

O too nuch folly is it, well | wot,



To hazard all our lives in one small boat!

If | to-day die not with Frenchnen's rage
To-nmorrow | shall die with nickle age

By me they nothing gain an if | stay;

"Tis but the shortening of ny life one day:

In thee thy nother dies, our household' s nane,

My death's revenge, thy youth, and Engl and's fane:
Al'l these and nore we hazard by thy stay;

Al these are saved if thou wilt fly away.

JOHN TALBOT The sword of Ol eans hath not nade ne smart;
These words of yours draw |life-blood fromny heart:
On that advantage, bought with such a shane,

To save a paltry life and slay bright fane,
Bef ore young Tal bot fromold Tal bot fly,

The coward horse that bears ne fail and die!
And like me to the peasant boys of France,

To be shane's scorn and subject of nischance!
Surely, by all the glory you have won,

An if I fly, | amnot Talbot's son

Then talk no more of flight, it is no boot;
If son to Talbot, die at Tal bot's foot.

TALBOT Then follow thou thy desperate sire of Crete,
Thou lcarus; thy life to me is sweet:
If thou wilt fight, fight by thy father's side;
And, commendabl e proved, let's die in pride.

[ Exeunt ]

Scene VI |

Anot her part of the field.
[ Al arum excursions. Enter TALBOT | ed by a Servant]

TALBOT Wiere is ny other [ife? nmine own is gone;
O where's young Tal bot? where is valiant John?
Triunphant death, snear'd with captivity,
Young Tal bot's val our nakes nme snile at thee:
Wien he perceived nme shrink and on ny knee,
H s bl oody sword he brandi sh'd over ne,

And, like a hungry lion, did conmmrence
Rough deeds of rage and stern inpatience;
But when ny angry guardant stood al one,
Tendering ny ruin and assail'd of none,

Di zzy-eyed fury and great rage of heart
Suddenly made himfromny side to start
Into the clustering battle of the French
And in that sea of blood nmy boy did drench
Hi s over-nounting spirit, and there died,
My lcarus, ny blossom in his pride.

Servant O ny dear lord, |o, where your son is borne!
[Enter Soldiers, with the body of JOHN TALBOT]
TALBOT Thou antic death, which [augh'st us here to scorn

Anon, fromthy insulting tyranny,
Coupl ed in bonds of perpetuity,



Two Tal bots, winged through the |ither sky,

In thy despite shall 'scape nortality.

O thou, whose wounds becone hard-favour'd death
Speak to thy father ere thou yield thy breath!
Brave death by speaking, whether he will or no;

| magi ne hima Frenchman and thy foe.

Poor boy! he smiles, nethinks, as who should say,
Had death been French, then death had died to-day.
Conme, cone and lay himin his father's arns:

My spirit can no |onger bear these harns.

Sol diers, adieu! |I have what | would have,

Now nmy ol d arns are young John Tal bot's grave.

[ Di es]

[ Enter CHARLES, ALENCON, BURGUNDY, BASTARD OF
ORLEANS, JOAN LA PUCELLE, and forces]

CHARLES Had York and Somerset brought rescue in,
We shoul d have found a bl oody day of this.

BASTARD OF ORLEANS How t he young whel p of Tal bot's, ragi ng-wood,
Did flesh his puny sword in Frenchnmen's bl ood!

JOAN LA PUCELLE Once | encounter'd him and thus | said:
' Thou mai den youth, be vanquish'd by a naid:'
But, with a proud nmmjestical high scorn
He answer'd thus: 'Young Tal bot was not born
To be the pillage of a giglot wench:'
So, rushing in the bowels of the French
He left ne proudly, as unworthy fight.

BURGUNDY Doubt | ess he woul d have nmade a nobl e kni ght;
See, where he lies inhearsed in the arns
O the nost bl oody nurser of his harns!

BASTARD OF ORLEANS Hew themto pieces, hack their bones asunder
Wiose |ife was England's glory, Gallia's wonder.

CHARLES O no, forbear! for that which we have fled
During the life, let us not wong it dead.

[Enter Sir WIliam LUCY, attended; Herald of the
French preceding]

LuUCY Heral d, conduct ne to the Dauphin's tent,
To know who hat h obtained the glory of the day.

CHARLES On what submi ssive nessage art thou sent?

LUCY Subni ssi on, Dauphin! 'tis a nmere French word;
We English warriors wot not what it means.
I come to know what prisoners thou hast ta'en
And to survey the bodies of the dead.

CHARLES For prisoners ask'st thou? hell our prison is.
But tell ne whom thou seek'st.

LuUCY But where's the great Alcides of the field,
Val i ant Lord Tal bot, Earl of Shrewsbury,



Created, for his rare success in arns,

Great Earl of Washford, Waterford and Val ence;

Lord Tal bot of Goodrig and Urchinfield,

Lord Strange of Blacknere, Lord Verdun of Alton

Lord Crommel | of Wngfield, Lord Furnival of Sheffield,
The thrice-victorious Lord of Fal conbridge;

Kni ght of the noble order of Saint Ceorge,

Wrthy Saint Mchael and the CGol den Fl eece;

Great marshal to Henry the Sixth

O all his wars within the real mof France?

JOAN LA PUCELLE Here is a silly stately style indeed
The Turk, that two and fifty kingdons hath,
Wites not so tedious a style as this.

H mthat thou magnifiest with all these titles
Stinking and fly-blown lies here at our feet.

LuUCY I's Tal bot slain, the Frenchmen's only scourge,
Your kingdomis terror and bl ack Nenesis?
O were nmine eyeballs into bullets turn'd,
That | in rage mght shoot them at your faces!
O that | could but call these dead to life!
It were enough to fright the real mof France:
Were but his picture |eft anongst you here,
It woul d amaze the proudest of you all
Gve nme their bodies, that | may bear them hence
And give them burial as beseens their worth.

JOAN LA PUCELLE I think this upstart is old Tal bot's ghost,
He speaks wi th such a proud comranding spirit.
For God's sake let himhave 'em to keep them here,
They woul d but stink, and putrefy the air.

CHARLES Go, take their bodi es hence.

LUCY I'"ll bear them hence; but fromtheir ashes shall be rear'd
A phoeni x that shall nake all France afeard.

CHARLES So we be rid of them do with 'emwhat thou wilt.
And now to Paris, in this conquering vein:
All will be ours, now bl oody Tal bot's slain.

London. The pal ace.
[ Sennet. Enter KING HENRY VI, GLOUCESTER, and EXETER]

KI NG HENRY VI Have you perused the letters fromthe pope,
The enperor and the Earl of Armagnac?

GLOUCESTER | have, ny lord: and their intent is this:
They hunmbly sue unto your excellence
To have a godly peace concl uded of
Bet ween the real ns of England and of France.



KI NG HENRY VI How doth your grace affect their notion?

GLOUCESTER Well, my good lord; and as the only neans
To stop effusion of our Christian blood
And 'stablish quietness on every side.

KI NG HENRY VI Ay, marry, uncle; for | always thought
It was both inpious and unnatura
That such imranity and bl oody strife
Shoul d rei gn anong professors of one faith.

GLOUCESTER Beside, ny lord, the sooner to effect
And surer bind this knot of amty,
The Earl of Armagnac, near knit to Charles,
A man of great authority in France,
Proffers his only daughter to your grace
In marriage, with a large and sunptuous dowry.

KI NG HENRY VI Marriage, uncle! alas, ny years are young!
And fitter is ny study and ny books
Than wanton dalliance with a paranour.
Yet call the anbassador; and, as you pl ease,
So let them have their answers every one:
| shall be well content with any choice
Tends to God's glory and nmy country's weal .

[ Enter CARDI NAL OF W NCHESTER i n Cardinal's habit,
a Legate and two Anbassador s]

EXETER What! is ny Lord of Wnchester install'd,
And call'd unto a cardinal's degree?
Then | perceive that will be verified
Henry the Fifth did sonetine prophesy,
"If once he cone to be a cardinal
He' Il make his cap co-equal with the crown.'

KI NG HENRY VI My | ords anmbassadors, your several suits
Have been consider'd and debated on
And therefore are we certainly resol ved
To draw conditions of a friendly peace;
Whi ch by ny Lord of Wnchester we nean
Shal |l be transported presently to France.

GLOUCESTER And for the proffer of ny lord your master
I have informid his highness so at |arge
As liking of the lady's virtuous gifts,
Her beauty and the val ue of her dower,
He doth intend she shall be England' s queen

KI NG HENRY VI In argunment and proof of which contract,
Bear her this jewel, pledge of ny affection.
And so, ny lord protector, see them guarded
And safely brought to Dover; where inshipp'd
Conmit themto the fortune of the sea.

[ Exeunt all but CARDI NAL OF W NCHESTER and Legat €]

CARDI NAL

OF WNCHESTER Stay, ny lord | egate: you shall first receive



The sum of noney which | proni sed

Shoul d be deliver'd to his holiness

For clothing ne in these grave ornaments.
Legate | will attend upon your |ordship's |eisure.

CARDI NAL

OF WNCHESTER [Aside] Now Wnchester will not submit, | trow,

O be inferior to the proudest peer

Humphrey of G oucester, thou shalt well perceive
That, neither in birth or for authority,

The bishop will be overborne by thee:

"Il either make thee stoop and bend thy knee,

O sack this country with a nutiny.

[ Exeunt ]
Scene ||

France. Plains in Anjou.

[ Enter CHARLES, BURGUNDY, ALENCON, BASTARD OF
ORLEANS, REICGNI ER, JOAN LA PUCELLE, and forces]

CHARLES These news, ny lord, may cheer our drooping spirits:
"Tis said the stout Parisians do revolt
And turn again unto the warlike French

ALENCON Then march to Paris, royal Charles of France,
And keep not back your powers in dalliance.

JOAN LA PUCELLE Peace be anmongst them if they turn to us;
El se, ruin conbat with their pal aces!

[ Enter Scout]

Scout Success unto our valiant general
And happi ness to his acconplices!

CHARLES What tidings send our scouts? | prithee, speak
Scout The English arny, that divided was
Into two parties, is now conjoined in one,

And nmeans to give you battle presently.

CHARLES Somewhat too sudden, sirs, the warning is;
But we will presently provide for them

BURGUNDY | trust the ghost of Talbot is not there:
Now he is gone, ny lord, you need not fear

JOAN LA PUCELLE OF all base passions, fear is nmpbst accursed.
Command the conquest, Charles, it shall be thine,
Let Henry fret and all the world repine.

CHARLES Then on, ny lords; and France be fortunate!
[ Exeunt ]

Scene ||



Bef ore Angi ers.
[Alarum Excursions. Enter JOAN LA PUCELLE]

JOAN LA PUCELLE The regent conquers, and the Frenchnen fly.
Now hel p, ye charnming spells and periapts;
And ye choice spirits that adnoni sh ne
And give ne signs of future accidents.

[ Thunder]

You speedy hel pers, that are substitutes
Under the lordly nmonarch of the north,
Appear and aid nme in this enterprise.

[ Enter Fiends]

Thi s speedy and qui ck appearance argues pr oof

O your accustom d diligence to ne.

Now, ye familiar spirits, that are cull'd

Qut of the powerful regions under earth,

Help ne this once, that France may get the field.

[ They wal k, and speak not]

O hold me not with silence over-1ong
Where | was wont to feed you with ny bl ood,
"Il lop a menber off and give it you

In earnest of further benefit,

So you do condescend to help ne now

[ They hang their heads]

No hope to have redress? My body shal
Pay reconpense, if you will grant ny suit.

[ They shake their heads]

Cannot ny body nor bl ood-sacrifice

Entreat you to your wonted furtherance?

Then take nmy soul, ny body, soul and all

Bef ore that England give the French the foil.

[ They depart]

See, they forsake nme! Now the tine is cone
That France must vail her |ofty-pluned crest
And let her head fall into England s |ap.

My ancient incantations are too weak,

And hell too strong for ne to buckle wth:
Now, France, thy glory droopeth to the dust.

[ Exit]

[ Excursions. Re-enter JOAN LA PUCELLE fighting hand
to hand with YORK JOAN LA PUCELLE is taken. The
French fly]

YORK Danmsel of France, | think I have you fast:



Unchain your spirits now with spelling charns
And try if they can gain your liberty.

A goodly prize, fit for the devil's grace!
See, how the ugly wench doth bend her brows,
As if with Grce she would change ny shape

JOAN LA PUCELLE Changed to a worser shape thou canst not be.

YORK O Charles the Dauphin is a proper nman
No shape but his can please your dainty eye.

JOAN LA PUCELLE A plaguing mschief light on Charles and thee!l
And may ye both be suddenly surprised
By bl oody hands, in sleeping on your beds!

YORK Fel I banni ng hag, enchantress, hold thy tongue!
JOAN LA PUCELLE | prithee, give nme |leave to curse awhile.
YORK Curse, miscreant, when thou conest to the stake.

[ Exeunt ]

[Alarum Enter SUFFOLK with MARGARET in his hand]
SUFFOLK Be what thou wilt, thou art mny prisoner

[ Gazes on her]

O fairest beauty, do not fear nor fly!

For I will touch thee but with reverent hands;
| kiss these fingers for eternal peace,

And lay themgently on thy tender side.

Who art thou? say, that | may honour thee.

MARGARET Mar garet ny name, and daughter to a King,
The King of Naples, whosoe'er thou art.

SUFFOLK An earl | am and Suffolk am| call’d.
Be not offended, nature's mracle,
Thou art allotted to be ta'en by ne:
So doth the swan her downy cygnets save
Keepi ng them prisoner underneath her w ngs.
Yet, if this servile usage once offend.
Go, and be free again, as Suffolk's friend.

[ She is going]

O stay! | have no power to |l et her pass;

My hand would free her, but nmy heart says no
As plays the sun upon the glassy streans,

Twi nkl i ng anot her counterfeited beam

So seens this gorgeous beauty to nine eyes.
Fain would I woo her, yet | dare not speak
"1l call for pen and ink, and wite ny mind.
Fie, de la Pole! disable not thyself;

Hast not a tongue? is she not here?

WIlt thou be daunted at a worman's sight?

Ay, beauty's princely majesty is such
Confounds the tongue and makes the senses rough



MARGARET Say, Earl of Suffolk--if thy name be so--
What ransom nust | pay before | pass?
For | perceive | amthy prisoner.

SUFFOLK How canst thou tell she will deny thy suit,
Before thou nake a trial of her [ove?

MARGARET Wiy speak' st thou not? what ransom nust | pay?

SUFFOLK She's beautiful, and therefore to be woo'd;
She is a wonan, therefore to be won.

MARGARET WIt thou accept of ransonf? yea, or no.

SUFFOLK Fond man, renenber that thou hast a wife;
Then how can Margaret be thy paranour?

MARGARET | were best to leave him for he will not hear.
SUFFOLK There all is marr'd; there lies a cooling card.
MARGARET He tal ks at random sure, the man is nad.
SUFFOLK And yet a di spensation may be had.

MARGARET And yet | would that you woul d answer ne.

SUFFOLK I'Il win this Lady Margaret. For whonf®?
Why, for ny king: tush, that's a wooden thing!

MARGARET He tal ks of wood: it is sone carpenter.
SUFFOLK Yet so my fancy may be satisfied,

And peace established between these real ns

But there remains a scruple in that too;

For though her father be the King of Naples,

Duke of Anjou and Maine, yet is he poor,

And our nobility will scorn the match.
MARGARET Hear ye, captain, are you not at |eisure?
SUFFOLK It shall be so, disdain they ne'er so nuch.

Henry is youthful and will quickly yield.

Madam | have a secret to reveal.

MARGARET What though | be enthrall'd? he seens a knight,
And will not any way di shonour nme.

SUFFOLK Lady, vouchsafe to listen what | say.

MARGARET Perhaps | shall be rescued by the French;
And then | need not crave his courtesy.

SUFFOLK Sweet madam give nme a hearing in a cause--
MARGARET Tush, wonen have been captivate ere now

SUFFOLK Lady, wherefore talk you so?



MARGARET | cry you nmercy, 'tis but Qid for Quo.

SUFFOLK Say, gentle princess, would you not suppose
Your bondage happy, to be nmade a queen?

MARGARET To be a queen in bondage is nore vile
Than is a slave in base servility;
For princes should be free.

SUFFOLK And so shall you
I f happy England's royal king be free.

MARGARET Wiy, what concerns his freedomunto ne?

SUFFOLK 1"l undertake to nake thee Henry's queen
To put a golden sceptre in thy hand
And set a precious crown upon thy head,
If thou wilt condescend to be ny--

MARGARET What ?
SUFFOLK Hi s | ove.
MARGARET | amunworthy to be Henry's wife.

SUFFOLK No, gentle madam | unworthy am
To woo so fair a dame to be his wife
And have no portion in the choice nyself.
How say you, nadam are ye so content?

MARGARET An if ny father please, | amcontent.
SUFFOLK Then call our captains and our colours forth.
And, madam at your father's castle walls
We'll crave a parley, to confer with him
[A parley sounded. Enter REIGNIER on the wall s]
See, Reignier, see, thy daughter prisoner
REI GNI ER To whon?
SUFFOLK To e
REI GNI ER Suf fol k, what remedy?

I am a soldier, and unapt to weep,
O to exclaimon fortune's fickl eness.

SUFFOLK Yes, there is renmedy enough, ny |ord:
Consent, and for thy honour give consent,
Thy daughter shall be wedded to ny king;
Wiom | wi th pain have woo'd and won t hereto;
And this her easy-held inprisonnment
Hat h gai ned thy daughter princely liberty.

REI GNI ER Speaks Suffol k as he thinks?

SUFFOLK Fair Margaret knows
That Suffol k doth not flatter, face, or feign



REI GNI ER Upon thy princely warrant, | descend
To give thee answer of thy just demand.

[Exit fromthe walls]
SUFFOLK And here | will expect thy coning.
[ Trunpets sound. Enter REIGNI ER, bel ow]

REI GNI ER Wl conme, brave earl, into our territories:
Command in Anj ou what your honour pl eases.

SUFFOLK Thanks, Reignier, happy for so sweet a child,
Fit to be made conpanion with a king:
What answer makes your grace unto nmy suit?

REI GNI ER Since thou dost deign to woo her little worth
To be the princely bride of such a lord
Upon condition | may quietly
Enj oy mi ne own, the country Mine and Anjou,
Free from oppression or the stroke of war,
My daughter shall be Henry's, if he please.

SUFFOLK That is her ransom | deliver her
And those two counties | will undertake
Your grace shall well and quietly enjoy.

REI GNI ER And | again, in Henry's royal nane
As deputy unto that gracious Kking,
G ve thee her hand, for sign of plighted faith.

SUFFOLK Rei gni er of France, | give thee kingly thanks,
Because this is in traffic of a King.

[ Asi de]

And yet, nethinks, | could be well content
To be nine own attorney in this case.

"1l over then to England with this news,
And make this nmarriage to be sol emi zed.

So farewell, Reignier: set this dianond safe
In gol den pal aces, as it becones.

REI GNI ER | do enmbrace thee, as | would enbrace
The Christian prince, King Henry, were he here.

MARGARET Farewel |, ny lord: good wi shes, praise and prayers
Shal | Suffol k ever have of Margaret.

[ Goi ng]

SUFFOLK Farewel I, sweet madam but hark you, Margaret;
No princely conmrendations to ny king?

MARGARET Such commendati ons as becones a nai d,
A virgin and his servant, say to him

SUFFOLK Words sweetly placed and nodestly directed.
But madam | nust trouble you again;
No loving token to his majesty?



MARGARET Yes, my good lord, a pure unspotted heart,
Never yet taint with love, | send the king.

SUFFOLK And this withal.
[ Ki sses her]

MARGARET That for thyself: | will not so presune
To send such peevi sh tokens to a King.

[ Exeunt RElI GNI ER and MARGARET]

SUFFOLK O, wert thou for nyself! But, Suffolk, stay;
Thou mayst not wander in that |abyrinth;
There M notaurs and ugly treasons |urk.
Solicit Henry with her wondrous praise:
Bet hi nk thee on her virtues that surnount,
And natural graces that extinguish art;
Repeat their senblance often on the seas,
That, when thou conest to kneel at Henry's feet,
Thou mayst bereave himof his wits w th wonder.

[Exit]

Scene |V

Canp of the YORK in Anjou.
[Enter YORK, WARW CK, and ot hers]

YORK Bring forth that sorceress condemm'd to burn.
[Enter JOAN LA PUCELLE, guarded, and a Shepherd]

Shepherd Ah, Joan, this kills thy father's heart outright!
Have | sought every country far and near,
And, now it is my chance to find thee out,
Must | behold thy tinmeless cruel death?
Ah, Joan, sweet daughter Joan, |'Il die with thee!

JOAN LA PUCELLE Decrepit mser! base ignoble wetch!
I am descended of a gentler bl ood:
Thou art no father nor no friend of mnine.

Shepherd Qut, out! My lords, an please you, 'tis not so;
| did beget her, all the parish knows:
Her nother liveth yet, can testify
She was the first fruit of ny bachel orship.

WARW CK Gracel ess! wilt thou deny thy parentage?

YORK Thi s argues what her kind of life hath been,
W cked and vile; and so her death concl udes.

Shepherd Fie, Joan, that thou wilt be so obstacl el
God knows thou art a collop of ny flesh;
And for thy sake have | shed nmany a tear:
Deny ne not, | prithee, gentle Joan.



JOAN LA PUCELLE Peasant, avaunt! You have suborn'd this man,
O purpose to obscure ny noble birth.

Shepherd "Tis true, | gave a noble to the priest
The nmorn that | was wedded to her nother
Kneel down and take ny bl essing, good ny girl
Wt thou not stoop? Now cursed be the tine
O thy nativity! | would the milk
Thy not her gave thee when thou suck' dst her breast,
Had been a little ratsbane for thy sake!
O else, when thou didst keep ny lanbs a-field,
| wi sh sone ravenous wol f had eaten theel
Dost thou deny thy father, cursed drab?
O burn her, burn her! hanging is too good

[Exit]

YORK Take her away; for she hath lived too |ong,
To fill the world with vicious qualities.

JOAN LA PUCELLE First, let ne tell you whom you have condenm' d:
Not ne begotten of a shepherd swain,
But issued fromthe progeny of Kkings;
Vi rtuous and holy; chosen from above,
By inspiration of celestial grace,
To work exceeding miracles on earth.
I never had to do with wicked spirits:
But you, that are polluted with your |usts,
Stain'd with the guiltless blood of innocents,
Corrupt and tainted with a thousand vices,
Because you want the grace that others have,
You judge it straight a thing inpossible
To conpass wonders but by help of devils.
No, misconceived! Joan of Arc hath been
A virgin fromher tender infancy,
Chaste and inmacul ate in very thought;
Whose nai den bl ood, thus rigorously effused,
WIIl cry for vengeance at the gates of heaven

YORK Ay, ay: away with her to execution

WARW CK And hark ye, sirs; because she is a maid,
Spare for no faggots, let there be enow
Pl ace barrels of pitch upon the fatal stake,
That so her torture may be shortened.

JOAN LA PUCELLE WII nothing turn your unrelenting hearts?
Then, Joan, discover thine infirnty,
That warranteth by law to be thy privil ege.
I amwi th child, ye bloody honicides:
Murder not then the fruit within nmy wonb
Al t hough ye hale ne to a violent death.

YORK Now heaven forfend! the holy maid with child!

WARW CK The greatest miracle that e' er ye w ought:
Is all your strict preciseness cone to this?

YORK She and the Dauphin have been juggling:
| did imagi ne what woul d be her refuge.



VWARW CK Well, go to; we'll have no bastards live;
Especially since Charles nmust father it.

JOAN LA PUCELLE You are deceived; ny child is none of his:
It was Al encon that enjoy'd ny |ove.

YORK Al encon! that notorious Machi avel
It dies, an if it had a thousand |ives.

JOAN LA PUCELLE O give nme |leave, | have del uded you:
"Twas neither Charles nor yet the duke | naned,
But Reignier, king of Naples, that prevail'd.

WARWCK A married man! that's nost intol erable.

YORK Why, here's a girl! | think she knows not well,
There were so nany, whom she nmay accuse

WARWCK It's sign she hath been liberal and free.

YORK And yet, forsooth, she is a virgin pure.
Strunpet, thy words condemm thy brat and thee:
Use no entreaty, for it is in vain.

JOAN LA PUCELLE Then | ead nme hence; with whom| |eave ny curse:
May never glorious sun reflex his beans
Upon the country where you nmake abode;
But darkness and the gl oony shade of death
Environ you, till nischief and despair
Drive you to break your necks or hang yoursel ves!

[ Exit, guarded]

YORK Break thou in pieces and consunme to ashes,
Thou foul accursed ninister of hell!

[ Enter CARDI NAL OF W NCHESTER, attended]

CARDI NAL

OF WNCHESTER Lord regent, | do greet your excellence
Wth letters of conmi ssion fromthe king.
For know, mny lords, the states of Christendom
Moved with renorse of these outrageous broils,
Have earnestly inplored a general peace
Betwi xt our nation and the aspiring French
And here at hand the Dauphin and his train
Approacheth, to confer about sonme matter

YORK Is all our travail turn'd to this effect?
After the slaughter of so many peers,
So many captains, gentlenmen and sol diers,
That in this quarrel have been overthrown
And sold their bodies for their country's benefit,
Shall we at last conclude effeninate peace?
Have we not |ost nost part of all the towns,
By treason, fal sehood and by treachery,
Qur great progenitors had conquered?
O Warwi ck, Warwi ck! | foresee with grief
The utter loss of all the real mof France.



WARW CK Be patient, York: if we conclude a peace,
It shall be with such strict and severe covenants
As little shall the Frenchmen gain thereby.

[ Enter CHARLES, ALENCON, BASTARD OF ORLEANS,
REI GNI ER, and ot her s]

CHARLES Si nce, lords of England, it is thus agreed
That peaceful truce shall be proclaimd in France,
We conme to be inforned by yoursel ves
What the conditions of that |eague nust be.

YORK Speak, W nchester; for boiling choler chokes
The hol | ow passage of ny poison'd voice,
By sight of these our bal eful enenies.

CARDI NAL

OF WNCHESTER Charles, and the rest, it is enacted thus:
That, in regard King Henry gives consent,
O mere conpassion and of lenity,
To ease your country of distressful war,
And suffer you to breathe in fruitful peace,
You shall becone true liegenen to his crown:
And Charl es, upon condition thou wilt swear
To pay himtribute, submit thyself,
Thou shalt be placed as viceroy under him
And still enjoy thy regal dignity.

ALENCON Must he be then as shadow of hinsel f?
Adorn his tenples with a coronet,
And yet, in substance and authority,
Retain but privilege of a private man?
This proffer is absurd and reasonl ess.

CHARLES 'Tis known already that | am possess'd
Wth nore than half the Gallian territories,
And therein reverenced for their |awful king:
Shall I, for lucre of the rest unvanquish'd,
Detract so nmuch fromthat prerogative
As to be call'd but viceroy of the whol e?
No, lord anbassador, I'll rather keep
That which |I have than, coveting for nore,
Be cast frompossibility of all.

YORK Insulting Charles! hast thou by secret neans
Used intercession to obtain a | eague,
And, now the matter grows to conpronise,
Stand' st thou al oof upon conparison?
Ei ther accept the title thou usurp'st,
O benefit proceeding fromour king
And not of any chall enge of desert,
O we will plague thee with incessant wars.

REI GNI ER My lord, you do not well in obstinacy
To cavil in the course of this contract:
If once it be neglected, ten to one
We shall not find Iike opportunity.

ALENCON To say the truth, it is your policy



To save your subjects from such nassacre

And ruthl ess slaughters as are daily seen

By our proceeding in hostility;

And therefore take this conpact of a truce,

Al t hough you break it when your pleasure serves.

WARW CK How say' st thou, Charles? shall our condition stand?

CHARLES It shall
Only reserved, you claimno interest
In any of our towns of garrison

YORK Then swear allegiance to his nmjesty,
As thou art knight, never to disobey
Nor be rebellious to the crown of Engl and,
Thou, nor thy nobles, to the crown of Engl and.
So, now di sniss your arny when ye pl ease:
Hang up your ensign, let your drums be still,
For here we entertain a sol emm peace.

[ Exeunt ]

Scene V

London. The pal ace.

[ Enter SUFFOLK in conference with KI NG HENRY VI,
GLOUCESTER and EXETER]

KI NG HENRY VI Your wondrous rare description, noble earl
O beaut eous Margaret hath astonish'd ne:
Her virtues graced with external gifts
Do breed love's settled passions in ny heart:
And like as rigor of tenpestuous gusts
Provokes the mightiest hul k against the tide,
So am | driven by breath of her renown
Either to suffer shipweck or arrive
Wiere | may have fruition of her |ove.

SUFFOLK Tush, ny good lord, this superficial tale
Is but a preface of her worthy praise;
The chi ef perfections of that |ovely dane
Had | sufficient skill to utter them
Wul d nake a volunme of enticing |ines,
Able to ravish any dull conceit:
And, which is nore, she is not so divine,
So full-replete with choice of all delights,
But with as hunble | owiness of nind
She is content to be at your command,
Command, | mean, of virtuous chaste intents,
To | ove and honour Henry as her |ord.

KI NG HENRY VI And otherwise will Henry ne'er presune.
Therefore, ny lord protector, give consent
That Margaret nmay be Engl and's royal queen

GLOUCESTER So should I give consent to flatter sin.
You know, my lord, your highness is betroth'd
Unt o anot her | ady of esteem
How shal | we then di spense with that contract,



And not deface your honour w th reproach?

SUFFOLK As doth a ruler with unl awful oaths
O one that, at a triunph having vow d
To try his strength, forsaketh yet the lists
By reason of his adversary's odds:
A poor earl's daughter is unequal odds,
And therefore nmay be broke wi thout offence.

GLOUCESTER Wy, what, | pray, is Margaret nore than that?
Her father is no better than an earl
Al though in glorious titles he excel

SUFFOLK Yes, lord, her father is a king,
The King of Naples and Jerusal em
And of such great authority in France
As his alliance will confirm our peace
And keep the Frenchmen in allegiance.

GLOUCESTER And so the Earl of Armagnac may do
Because he is near kinsman unto Charl es.

EXETER Beside, his wealth doth warrant a |iberal dower,
Wiere Reignier sooner will receive than give.

SUFFOLK A dower, ny |ords! disgrace not so your king,
That he shoul d be so abject, base and poor
To choose for wealth and not for perfect |ove.
Henry is able to enrich his queen
And not seek a queen to nake himrich
So worthl ess peasants bargain for their wives,
As market-nmen for oxen, sheep, or horse.
Marriage is a matter of nore worth
Than to be dealt in by attorneyship;
Not whom we will, but whom his grace affects,
Must be conpani on of his nuptial bed:
And therefore, lords, since he affects her nost,
It nost of all these reasons bindeth us,
I n our opinions she should be preferr'd.
For what is wedl ock forced but a hell,
An age of discord and continual strife?
Whereas the contrary bringeth bliss,
And is a pattern of celestial peace.
Wiom shoul d we match with Henry, being a King,
But Margaret, that is daughter to a king?
Her peerless feature, joined with her birth,
Approves her fit for none but for a king:
Her valiant courage and undaunted spirit,
More than in wonmen conmonly is seen
W1l answer our hope in issue of a king;
For Henry, son unto a conqueror
Is likely to beget nore conquerors,
If with a lady of so high resolve
As is fair Margaret he be link'd in |Iove.
Then yield, ny lords; and here conclude with ne
That Margaret shall be queen, and none but she.

KI NG HENRY VI Whet her it be through force of your report,
My noble Lord of Suffolk, or for that
My tender youth was never yet attaint



Wth any passion of inflamng |Iove,

| cannot tell; but this | am assured,

| feel such sharp dissension in ny breast,
Such fierce alaruns both of hope and fear
As | amsick with working of ny thoughts.
Take, therefore, shipping; post, my lord, to France;
Agree to any covenants, and procure

That Lady Margaret do vouchsafe to cone

To cross the seas to England and be crown'd
King Henry's faithful and anointed queen
For your expenses and sufficient charge,
Anong t he peopl e gather up a tenth.

Be gone, | say; for, till you do return,

| rest perplexed with a thousand cares.

And you, good uncle, banish all offence:

If you do censure ne by what you were

Not what you are, | know it will excuse
Thi s sudden execution of my will.

And so, conduct me where, from conpany,

I may revolve and ruminate ny grief.

[ Exit]
GLOUCESTER Ay, grief, | fear ne, both at first and |ast.
[ Exeunt GLOUCESTER and EXETER]

SUFFOLK Thus Suffol k hath prevail'd; and thus he goes,
As did the youthful Paris once to G eece,
Wth hope to find the Iike event in |ove,
But prosper better than the Trojan did.
Margaret shall now be queen, and rule the king;
But I will rule both her, the king and realm

[Exit]
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